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most definite of all his youthful memories, transcending, of
a certainty, any influence made upon his mind by the
oratory of Keargus O'Connor, He could remember not a
word of the fiery speeches he had cheered till he was hoarse;
he could remember not a sermon he had listened to in chapel,
not an address, not *4 an experience " he had heard in class;
but the visual memory of ragged children weeping bitterly
for food in the streets of the town was a picture printed on
his soul with a sharpness that could not be blurred. This
he remembered; and it will be seen that after his, conver-
sion he did at least one little act of humanitarian charity
typical of the work which has ever since characterized and
honoured the Salvation Army,

He had now reached that point when the soul determines
to act with decision. He came nearer to the great step at
the services in which he took part, at the occasional Class
Meetings, where he answered the questions of his Leader
concerning the state of his soul; but he could not bring
himself to the actual deed of a public surrender. Some-
thing held hint back. It was the memory of a sin, "The
inward Light revealed to me," he says, "that 1 must not
only renounce everything I knew to be sinful, but make
restitution, so far as I had the ability, for any wrong I had
clone to others !>efore I could find peace with God" The
boy was now tormented by a guilty conscience. He carried
about with him not only a guilty conscience, but a visible
and tangible possession which upbraided him with the wrath
of (!od. It was a silver pencil-case, And this silver pencil-
rase, going to and from his work, and all the time he was
at his work, burned like fire against his flesh. Suddenly,
though the approach had been gradual and, in a sense,
dilatory, the struggle ceased* The moment came one night,
at eleven o'clock, in the streets of Nottingham,

'* It was in the open street/1 he says, "that this great
change passed over me, and if I could only have possessed
the flagstone on which I stood at that happy moment, the
sight of it m'casionatly might have been as useful to me as
the stones carried up long ago from the bed of the Jordan
were to the Israelites who had passed over them dry-shod,"

He tells IIH what had hitherto held him back:   "The